COMMENTARY

On every side they make their brazen offer:
Now in that Catholic country with the shape of Cornwall,
Where Europe first became a term of pride.

North of the Alps where dark hair turns to blonde,
In Germany now loudest, land without a centre
Where the sad plains are like a sounding rostrum,

And on these tidy and volcanic summits near us now,
From which the Black Stream hides the Tuscarora

Deep,
The voice is quieter but the more inhuman and

triumphant.

By wire and wireless, in a score of bad translations,
They give their simple message to the world of man:
6 Man can have Unity if Man will give up Freedom.

The State is real, the Individual is wicked;

Violence shall synchronize your movements like a tune.

And Terror like a frost shall halt the flood of thinking.

Barrack and bivouac shall be your friendly refuge,
And racial pride shall tower like a public column
And confiscate for safety every private sorrow.

Leave Truth to the police and us; we know the Good;

We build the Perfect City time shall never alter;

Our Law shall guard you always like a cirque of mountains.

Your Ignorance keep off evil like a dangerous sea;
You shall be consummated in the General Will?
Your children innocent and charming as the beastsS
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